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THE FORTUNATE ISLES.

— =

You saii and you seek for the Fortunate Isles,
The old Greek Isles of the yellow birds’ song?
Theo steer straight on through the wetery milos,

Straight on, straight on and you can’t go wrong.
Nay not 10 the lefl, nay not to the right,
Bat on, steaight o6, and the [sles are in sight.
The Fortunate isles where the yellow birds sing
And life hes girt with & golden ring.

These Fortunate Isles they are not so far,
They lie githin reack of the lowliest door,
You can see them gleam by the twilight star;
You ean hear them sing by the moon's white
shore—
Nay, never look back!
stomen
They were landing steps; they were steps unto
thrones
Of gloey for souls that have sailod before,
And have set white feet on the fortunate shore.

Those leveled grave

/.nd what are the names of the Fortunate [sles?
Why, Duty and Love and a large content,

Lo! these are the [sles of the watory miles,
That God let down from the firmament.

Lo, Duty, and Love, and s trus man's trust;

Your forehead 1o God and vouar feet 1o the dast;

Lo, Duty, and Love, and & sweet babe's smiled,

And these, O friend, are the Fortunate [sles.

—~{Jonquin Miller.

THE HAUNTED HOUSE.

[Bertie Bayle, in Philadelphia Post.)

About a vear ago I was called in to see
the children of an artisan, four in num-
ber, all of whom were suflering from a
violent attack of fever,

The family occupied two small rooms
on the second floor of a dirty, miserable-
looking house ina dismal street, both
sides of which were formed of similar
tenements, except that some were one
story lower than their neighbors,

I had passed through the same thor-
ough-fare many times, but never without
glancing up at the name it bore, and won-
dering if the authorities, in so christen-
ing it, had been trying to crack one of
those grim jokes with which they some-
times favor the world when engaged in
the performance of their onerous duties.

In fine—very fine—it was called Myrtle
Grove, though Death Valley would have
been a more appropriate appellation.

Groping my way along the passage, and
ap the rickety, ill-lighted stairs, I was
met on the landing by an object strongly
pesembling the ghost of a female appar-
ently about forty, but in reality not more
than thirty years of age. In her arms
ghe held a skeleton infant.

“I'm glad you're come, doctor,” she
gasped.

I had been in many wretched homes
before, but never in one so thoroughly
foul and miserable as the one I now en-
tered in Myrtle Grove,

The wonder was not that the family
were prostrated by fever, but that a hu-
man being had ever enjoyed a day’s
health in such a den,

Doing what I could for the sufferers, I
promised to look in again duringthe day,
aud send a messenger with medicine as
soon as I got back to my surgery.

“Why, this man must be earning good
wages; and yet he keeps his family in
that state! Shocking, infamous!” and 1
really believe had the tather of my
patients been nearme at the time I should
have grasped him by the throat and half
shaken the life out of him.

Sometimes in the course of my pro-
jessional eareer I have come in contact
with parents who appeared devoid o
feeling for their offspring and respect for
shemselves, but as I turned out of Myrtle
Grove that wmorning, | felt sure there
must be something terribly wrong about
the head of the family I had been visit-
ing.

Nor could I, when I looked at the
group of pale helpless children, forget
that I was a father myself; and when one
o them, a bright-eyed, clever-looking
little girl, turned to me in the ravings ol
Jelirium, and exclaimed, with out-
stretched arms, “I want to love you,
dada; T want to love you!” her voice and
words reminded e of my own dar-
ling Beatrice.”

During the day I visited many other
patients, but the pleading eyes of the
sick ¢hild who had begged so earnestly to
share a father's love followed me where-
ever | went.

“Baby's dead, doctor,” faltered the
woman, meeting me on the stairs.

Expecting this announcement, I di-
rected my attention to the survivors.
There appeared little change in any of
them.

I knew that the disease would have its
way in spite of my skill, and that the
critical time was approaching when prop-
er treatment might save them.

“Has your husband come home?”

“No, docter.”

For several minutes I stood contem-
plating the picture of domestic misery
around me,

“He’s here now, I think,” she whis-
pered and the man walked slowly into
the room. One glance told me his failing.
He looked sullen and downcast.

“This is a said job,” he began taking
off his cap, and coming towards the sick
bad.
“Yes," I replied, in a tone that made
him wince, “and will be sadder, unless

ou try to prevent it.”

4 H:ry stare?i at me, but did not speak.jf
“Your infant son is dead,” I added.
“Poor little chap! I thought he'd be

Jeavin' us. He's had a good many draw-

backs, for we've had naught but bad luck

and sickness since we come to this house —
have we, Sarah?”

“Bad luck and nonsense” said 1. “You
bave made some, aud brought the rest of
your troubles, my friend, and paid dearly
for them, too."”

“I've not.parted with anything in that
way that I know of, doctor.”

“But your ignorance does not alter the
fact. 1 am aware of it.”

“Of what?" asked the man, rather snap-

- b

“Lhut ths bouse 15 haunted!”

They lookod at each other, and then at
me.

“I feel 2 particular interest in the case
of these hittle ones,” 1 continued, “so 1
will explain at once what 1 mean. The
room I8 hardly it for human being to
bve in; but the worst of the business is,
certain spirits are brought into it daily
which will, in the end, sterve your wiie,
murder your children, ruin yourself, and
leprive you of every comiort here and
nope hereafter.”

“And who brings them spirits here?”
asked the workman, with a scewl.

“Non!"”

“Come, that's queer talk, doctor.”

“Listen. You are the only protector
and provider of yvour wife and little ones,
Here 1 find them in want, rags, and
wretchedness.  Now, tell me, have you
done your duty towards them as a hus-
band and father?”

“I'd addvise you to mind your own
business, or I'll kick you downstairs, sir!”
and he glared at me, half savagely, as he
!-e[mkl'. »

I smniled at his threat, and proceeded:
“You receive your wages every week.
What do you do with them?”

“Can’t [do what [ like with my own,
eh?”’

*“Yes; but the money you earn is not
your own. It belongs to you family.
When you married this woman, you
promised to provide for her, and on the
faith of that promise these little ones
came into the world. Now, do you act
fairly, or like a man when you leave
their money at the public-house, and
muddle yourself with spirits that make
you mad and cruel, and turn your home
into a living grave, Is it right or honest?
Ask your own conscience,”

“My old girl's been tellin' vou 1 go on
the ‘spree’ sometimes, has she?” and he
looked daggers at his trembling partner,

“No, I ean recognize a drunkard the
moment I see him. Don’t go away, my
man. ['ve not done with you yet.”

“I never was talked to like this, in my
own house, anyhow!”

“Perhaps not; but let me add that, un-
less you procure better attention for
these children, they will die; then a
charge ol
against you.”

“Hum! Who by?”

“Myself.”

“Have you said enough?”’

“Not qi;illx You were a child once—a
helpless little boy,  Did your father leave
youtofight with Death on a bed, andina
place like this?  Your poor wife's health
15 nearly gone. The future is darker
than the present.  Seriously, then, is the
pleasure of getting drunk equal toa hun-
) are inflict-
ing upon those who cannot defend thems-

= I Ve ':h‘.?”

dreth part of the misery vou

He turned away in silence.

*I have ‘-iu'kt.'!l for youar l!l'ﬂﬁ.l, not
mine, Think of what I have said,” and,
after giving  instruet’ ms  for the treat-
ment of my patients, and promising to
renew my visit, | left the house.

Twice on the following day [ visited
the poor family in Myrtle Grove, finding
each time a slight improvement in the
aspect of the room, my patients a little
better, and the woman looking a shade
less wretehed., Perceiving that her hus-
band had some good in him, and believ-

suffered himself to become the vietim of

the nature and consequences of his con-
duct.

Having made an impression, [ talked
to him not 2s his superior, but as his
equal. Humbly and carnestly did 1 try
to show him the erimes, as well as the
folly, of drunkenness. At
ened i!llli“‘!‘rl'llll_\ , but 1 [n'!':-w\'l't‘--t! till,
three weeks afterwards, 1 told him  that
his children would need my attendance
no longer; that 1 had done my best for
them and him: and that T hoped
would live .-i-nln'r]}' for their sakes,

More deeply moved than ever I had
expected to see him, “I'm a poor hand
at talkin’, doctor,” he began, in a thick,

It's not 2 month since you told me what
a scoundrel I was. My home is a Para-
dise to what it was then, and will be
more g0 if I'm spared. It's all through
vou, doetor—the truest friend I ever had.
If taken rightly, vours is the proper sort
of [nh_\'nic‘ for workin® folk, doetor. But
it's no use—I eant tell you what I feel.
God bless you. We'll never forget——"

“Well, well, my dear fellow, that will
do,” T interrupted. “I'm quite satisfied.
Say no more about it,”

“But you'll want payin’, doctor. I
haven't much. It's all yours—saved from
the ‘Hope an’ Ancher.” Take it, sir, an’
I'l pay the rest in a—a month at far-
thest.” .

[ took the money. “There,” 1 said,

giving it to a little maiden whose eyes
were intently fixed upon us, “that is for
loving your papa, and he must love yon
now.” Then, turning to her father, “Call
and pay me when you're better off,” 1
added; “but if you forget, I'll never dis-
tress you for it. Good-bye.”
, It was some six or seven weeks after
that I found myseli again in Myrtle
Grove. The man had not called upon
his family. 1 saw the landlady. The
fumily had removed; she did not know
whither,

“Yes, sir; they got some very "igh and
h'outrageous notions into their ’eds about
'avin’ the water cistern scoured, the "ouse
done up,and ventilatin’ and I don’t
know what, so I told 'um they could go,
and go they did, sir, though I can’t tell
you where to.”

It was strange, yet I could not feel
sorry. Would I ever see my little pa-
tients again? No one could tell me, for
ever thus, in the great world of life, we
are coming and going.

* - & " * v
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A few weeks ago, while standing at my

surgery window, I obscryed a well-

manslaughter will be made |

ing that, like most working men, he had .'

Habit, I enlightened him gradually as to |

first he list- |

he |

husky voice, “but I must say something, |

dresssd man and woinan with two girls
alight from an omnibus, The man
looked about him lor a mowent, and
then led the way towards my house. 1
heard the door-bell ring and the party
entered.

“Grive me your lnaml, clr»;tur; hufn_-
you're well,” exclaimed the stranger.

I hesitated.

“I thought as much,” he resumed, with
a laugh. “You've forgot the ghosts of
Myrtle Grove, doctor.”

“Myrtle Grove? No, I haven't.
you the father- ™

“I am,” he interrupted, grasping both
my hands, “and these are my dear wife
and children, and we've come to pay
your bill, doctor, though I shall never
be able to get out of your debt, for all
that.”

“Well, well, my friend, yon needn’t be
in such a harry about it.

Are

I he pe _\'ull‘\'lf

| haul better luck since you removed.”

“The best bit of ]lh'k 1 over !'L;lll, Jdoe-
tor, was when you made me feel that a
poor man has duties to perform and a
soul fo save as well as a rich one.”

He is now a prosperous tradesman and
no longer resides in Death Alley.

Eomance of E\'vrj'-dny_l.ife.
[Detroit Free Press.)

The public ear has become weary with
being told that “truthis stranger than
fiction;” it is doubtiul whether one in a
hundred of the habitual novel readers has
any practical apprehension as to the mean-
ing of the saying.

They understand, in'a vague general
way, that things occasionally happen in
the actual affairs of life which are as sen-
sational and thrilling as any of the events
envolved from the lurid imagination of
the romancer and spread upon the pages
of a novel.

But they do not understand, at least
the vast majarity does not, that daily life
is full of just such occurrences, and that
the faithful chronicle of current events in
the newspapers contains more romance
every day in the year than all the novels
of all the professional novelists,

It was from the daily papers, indeed,
that Charles Reade confessedly drew his
most startling and sensational stories:
and if other novelists were as frank as he
was they would probably have to admit
that what their readers regard as vivid
imagination on their part is nothing but
an ingenious adaptation of facts from the
source to which Reade acknowledged his
illlil‘bu'-tllli'!‘&*i._

A YARN OF THE WEST.

A Clever Yiece of Luck on the Jim River
In Dakota.

y Chicago Tribuane. )

A red-faced, raw-looking youth, whose
ready-made clothingdid not fit him well,
and whose flaring red necktie would have
driven a bull into adecliriam, satin a
hotel in this Il[;tl‘-' the other ll-‘l._\' nervous-
ly tossing what appeared to be a very
broad and well-worn silver coin  from
hand to hand. With atouch of numis-
matic curiosity your correspondent asked
10

make out what device

gee it, and found himsclf unable to
it had origianally
borue beyond a faintly outlined hand ap-
p:n‘l'llil_\' ,‘,_fl".l‘l'i.]__: H iniil‘ of balances. The
youth who owned the coin was as curi-
ous as any one to find out what manner
of money it was, and on being questioned
as to where Le got it said he “found the
money with a heap more in the Jim Riv-
er out in Dakota.

“You see,” he folks
moved out into that country three years

continued, “our

ago next spring, intending to make it our
home. One day I went to the river, five
miles from home, to fish. 1 didn’t catch
anything but what I thought was a snag,
and giving my line a rnight smart
yank to get it loose, 1 fetched up a little
strip of something that wouldn’tlet go of
the hook very easy. 1 loosened it with
my fingers, and was going to throw the
piece away when I noticed it was a strip
of copper with something like rotten
leather orcloth hangin® toit. Then |
thought maybe Ihad better look into
the thing a little. I got down the bank
and where it had caved lately 1 could see
about four fect above the water, a print
the shape of a herring-box, showing that
something about that size had
buried there, and had been tumbled into
the water when the cave happened. It
only took a minute or two of Kiceking
around in the sand to find what I was
looking for. Whether it was an old grip-
sack, a leather trunk, or an animal’s skin
folded up, I couldn’t make out. It was
too rotten. But it had been chuck full of
valuables—that was plain enough. Hali
a dozen comical looking old watches, lots
of rings and bracelets were lying around.
Besides there was about a peck of money
—gold and silver. I loaded all my pock-
ets, hid the balance of the stuff and went
all the way home on adead run, yelling
like an Indian as soon as I gotin sight of
the hole in the ground we lived in—sod-
house, you know. Dad and I hitched
up the team as soon as I could get breath
to tell him what had happened, and
wedrove down and got all the stif we
could find.”

“How much did it all amount to?”

“Blamed if I can tell ye, stranger. Dad
never would tell me; said it might make
me too proud and rich. He said it would
buy a good improved farm back in God's
country—Missouri—and he intended to
get back there as soon as he sold his
claim."”

“Where is your iather now?”

“In Missouri with the rest of the folks.
I came here becanse my gal’s folks—they
had a claim next to ours—came here to
visit relatives till the spring. I want her
to marry me right off and go down where
my folks live and I reckon she will.”

The youth would not submit to further
questioning evidently suspecting the
guileless scribe of a scheme to erect a
claim to bis treasure-trove,

R
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THE BROOK SONG.

I'm hastening from the distant hills
With swift and noiwsy lowing,
Narsed by & thousand tiny rills,
I'm ever onward going.
The willows cannot stay my courss,
With sll their pliant wooing;
I sing and sing ©ll | am hoarse,
My prattiing way pursaing.
1 Kiss the pebbles as | pass,
And bear them say they love me,
I muke obesance to the grass
Thst kKindly bends above ma.
80 onward through the meads and dells
| hasten, never knowing
The secret motive that impels,
Ur whither | ain going.

A Intle child eomes often here
To wateh my gquaint commotion,

As | go tumbling, swift and clear,
Down to the distant ocean;

And as he plays upon sy brink,
S0 thoughtiess and =0 lll“fr’.

So full of noisy =ong, | think
The ohid is ke me, very,

Turough all the years of youthful play,
With ne'er & thought of sorrow,

We prattiing, speed onr way,
Unmindful of the morrow;

Aye, through these sunny meads and dells
We gambol, never knowing

The soiemn motive that impels,
Or whither we are going.

And men come here to say to me:
*Like you, with weird commotion,

O little singing brooklet, we
Are hatening to the ogean:

Down to the vast and misty deep,
With fieeting tears and Inughter,

We go, nor rest until we sleep
In that profound [Hereafler.

What tides may bear our souls along,
What monsters rise appalling,

What distant shores may hear our song
And answer to our ealling.

Ah, who can say! through meads and dells
We wander, never knowing

The awful motive that impels,
Or whither we are going!”

~{Eugene Field.

THE CAUSE OF CRIME,

A Sensible View of a Matter that Con-
cerns Every Young Man.
[Atlanta Constitution.)

Various correspodents are taking one
of our Nashville exchanges to task for
questioning the statement that the great
bulk of the erime committed in this
country may be traced to alcohol. Bat
our Nashville econtemporary has prison
statistics on its side, as- the Constitution,
It
18 true that there is nothing more debas-
ing, and nothing more generally hurtfal
to the best interests of society than aleo-
hol, but it is not true that it is the cause
of most of the crimes that are
mitted,

The greatest cause of erime is neither
alcohol nor the ignorance that implies a
lack of the knowledge of reading and
writing. It is the enforeed idleness that
is the result of a fulse system of educa-
tion, and the false system of education is
the resualt of false notions in regard to
the propriety of teaching boys and girls
how to use their hands as well as their
brains, A voung man with nothing but
a common school education, or even
with a college edacation, is ill-fitted to
grapple with the problems of life,

The lack of practical knowledge is a
serious lack: it is a fatal lack, indeed, in
those who are compell d to iis-;u-lui on
their own resources. The great major-
ity of the voung men of this country
caunot afford to go into the crowded pro-

Their education renders them
, and there is no moral
wreck than that of a sensitive man out
of whom hard cireumstances have ground
all r«'a-lf-l'v-iu--'T. l'-,\'t'l‘_\ 11-:}' should be
taught to use his hands, and to employ
those faculties that will be ealled out in
the practical aflairs of life.

FORREST'S STAGE MANAGER.

He Contrasts the Present with the Past in
Stage Decoration.,
[Bosten Globe. ]

“The stage costuming of to-day is noth-
ing as it was a few years ago,” said one of

took occasion to show some time ago.

Coln-

fessions.

sensitive WOrse

Boston's best known costumers, once a
favoriteactor. He stood, busily engaged
in transforming three bright-eyed, beard-
less boys into red-coated soldiers of the
queen, in one of those peculiar rooms,
ancient, medi@val, and modern in decor-
ation, that are so often fascinating to the
visitor’s eye.

“If you look at the earlier pictures of
Garrick or Siddons in Hamlet, Lear, or
Macbeth, you will find
character they are dressed in the cos-
tumes of Washington's time—the conti-
nental costumes, as they are ealled. They
never made any attempt to follow the cos-
tames of the period.”

“Who started the reform in this mat-
ter?”

“It was first introduced in England by
Maccready and Charles Kean. Formerly
the actors wore either just what they
bappened to have or just what the ward-
robe woman gave them, and it often
made the most motley combination you
ever saw. I remember once I was play-
ing with Forrest, and was stage manager
also. Now Forrest was one who was
very particular about his costumes. He
would go on to play his part, and I could
see him casting his eyes all over the stage
to see  how his people looked, but he
never would say anything. Well, one
night we opened somewhere with King
Lear, and when I went to get the cos-
tumes from the wardrobe woman I_said:

“What are you going to dress the doc-
tor in?”

“A domino, of course. We always play
him in a domino.”

“Why, how is that?” I said. “The doc-
tor is a gentleman, and should play in a
gentleman’s costume.” L

“Well, he always has played in a dom-
ino, and he can either use that or go
without” I went home and “faked” up
some kind of a costume of the ‘gentleman
ofthe period, and we played him in it
that night.

“During the play Forrest came round
to me and said :

“‘Where did youn get the idea of play-
ing the doctor in that costume?’

““The idea is partly historical and part-
ly my own,'I told him.,

“‘It'sa good idea—a mighty good idea,

he said, witha few of those ornamental

that in e¢very

" Seientiflie

words he often nsed; ‘let him keep iton.’

“That is one instance of how these little
changes for the better creep in.”

“Where do you obtain all your ideas
for costuming a historical play?”

“Chiefiy from reading and experience.
I have a librury of works on the subject,
and of general literature, 1 wouldn't take
$2,000 for. Yes, plates help usa great
deal in getting the color. We can’t gain
much information from the ordinary
novelist. He isn't definite enough. Now
there is one thing I don’t think everyone
has noticed about Henry Irving's cos-
tumes and those of his company. He
owns and designs them all, as you know,
but there is hardly one of them that has
any gold or silver ornamentation, except
a little on the cloaks, He has the very
richest stufls, and the actor has no choice
but to take what Irving gives him. |
consider Irving one of the very best stage
managers we have ever had.”

“Do the star actors, as 2 rule look after
the costumes of their company.”

“Noj; the costumer and the stage mana-
ger attend to that.  Lawrence Barrett, I
believe, designs many cosutmes, and is,
perhiaps, more particular than most of
them. The lady stars have all they can
do to look after their own wardrobes,
Sarah Bernhardt, though, is simply a
marvel of a stage manager. She will
dodge behind the scenes and set six dif-
ferent persons gnint,: in different direc-
tions all at once, step into her dressing-
room and change her magnificent cos-
tumes so quickly you can hardly believe
she has done it and reappear on the stage
smiling. Janauschek, too, when she
brought out Brunhilde here for the first
time, procured a lot of copies of the Ger-
man stage setting—she was the original
Jrunhilde in Germany-—and the scene
painter made up all Dis scenes from them
and they were of course, accurate, Take
itin Hanlon’s ‘Fantasma, ' for instance.
The artists sent us word that in one scene
we must use only silver and white to
match this scene, and then we knew just
how to go to work.”

“Yes, the Germans have the finest
stage scttings in the world, simply be-
cause they have schools where the busi-
ness in tanght. But look at us! We have
nothing of the sort. We have a great deal
to learn yet.”

WHY THE WIND CHANGES,

Explanation of the Canses of
Shifting Currenis and Steady Winds,

[Cassell’'s Magazine. |
That the changing of the direction of
the wind is due to the shifting of the git-
uations of the heat upon the
earth is substantially proved by the [act
that. in certain regions of the earth's sur-

areatest

face, where the situations of the greatest
heat and cold do not alter the direction in
which they lie to each other, the wind
does not change but always blows in the
game direction from one to another, and
all the vear round.

This occurs in the great open space of
where there land to
get heated up by the sunshine of the day
and to get cool h.\' the scattering of the
heat at night. In those spulces for a vast
breadth of many hundred miles the sim
shines down day after day upon the sar-
face of the sea, heating the water most
along the mid-ocean track, which
immediately beneath ite burn-
Ing rays as it passes across from east to
west,

This midway track of the strongest sun-
shine crosses the wide ocean as a belt or
zone, that spreads some way to either side
of the equator, »

Throughout this midway track
cooler and heavier air on either hand
drifts in from the north and from the
south, and then rises up, as it becomes
heated by the sun, where the two cur-
rents meet.  In both instances, however.
in consequence of the spinning round of
the earth, the advancing wind acquires
a westward as well asan equatorial drift.

The air-carrent, as it approaches the
midway equatorial zone, where the on-
ward movement of the sea-covered sar-
face of the earth is performed with the
velocity of a thousand miles an hour does
not immediately acquire this full rate of
speed, and logs back upon the ocean, so
that it appears as adrifit toward the west
as well as toward the equator.

On the north side of the equator the
wind blows all the year round from the
northeast and on the south side from the
southeast, both in the Atlantic and Paci-
fic oceans. These steady and unchanging
ocean winds are called the trade winds,
on account of the great service they ren-
der to ships carrying merchandise across
these portions of the sea.

In sailing from England to the Cape of
Good Hope, through the entire length of
the Atlantic ocean, ships, before they
reach the equator, have to pass over a
broad space, where strong winds are al-
ways steadily blowing from the north-
east, '.[h'd{. 18 thl.‘ rl‘gi(_)l] of thu northeast
trades. They then traverse a space near
to the equator itself, where the northeast
wind ceases to bl w, and where the air is
very still and calm, and they afterward

the ocean, IS o

lir‘.‘-‘
oSt

the

eome to a region south of the equator,

where strong winds are continually blow-
ing from southeast. That is the region of
the southeast trades.

A New Customer.
[Brooklyn Eagle.]

“Who is that new man that opened a
wood yard or something on Second street
and bought a bill of goods of us last sat-
urday?”’ asked Old Hyson; “I've lost his
card and for-gotten his name.”

“I don’t know,” replied the office boy.

“Well,” said the old man *“I hate to
ask him. Run down to the corner and
see what is on his sign; that'll give it.”

Presently the boy came back.

“Lime and coal,” he said.

And Old Hyson calmly charged thebill
up to Lyman Cole, oo

—
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SPEAKING ONE'S MIND,

Some Hints for Some of our Readers
[Philadeiphia Post )

“1 always speak my mind,” observed
Mrs. Jones to a neighbor, in making a
call, “and then I'm no longer responsible
ior what bappens.”  Poor womand

Now, this speaking one’s mind is the
cause of more mischief in life, and mwore
unhappiness in many homes than bad
breeding, bad manners, smoky chimneys,
and disordered nerves. Half of it is neth-
ing but temper. The occasion does not
call for what is said, and it is uttered in
such a key as to make it scolding under
false pretenses,

The household in which the mistress
speaks her mind onee or twice a week,
year in and yvear out, i« by no means a
model establishment. l':'\'--r}-‘thing goes
To-day, all is sterm
and bustle; to-morrow, all is sulkiness
and exhaustion.

by fits and starts.

The bits of mind given
in this way would be much better re-
served.  Advice, connsel, and reproof
need not be presented in so objectionable
a form.

Given calmy and sweetly, and at the
right moment, in a few words. real bits of
mind are always effective,  But scolding,
as such simply aggravates, and does ne
,;_'(Hul.

“You can lead me mum, but you can-
not drive me, "says Mary Ann, with more
true wisdom than we generally find in
sach a common saying.

To be always speaking one'’s mind,is to
ran the risk of endless contradictions, be-
cause, as we have said, there is 80 mach
temperin this particular form of utterance,
Asa rule, there is nothing more unneces-
sary. It ought not to be required, as be-
tween intimate associates,and it is chiefly
with them that it takes place.

Mrs. Jones” maid ounght to know her
mistress’ mind without so many deliver-
ances or it is but a poor sort of mind after
all.

Mr. Brown cannot have lived half a
eentury with the partoer of his home and
board without knowing every nook and
cranny of her ande rstanding; ber tastes,
her antipathies, her set forms of expres-
R10T.

The occasions when one can do good
by speaking one’s mind are rare, and
if due advantage be taken of them they
will be rarerstil. “A word in season”
is worth a hundred at the wrong mo-
ment.,

“I shall never forget the few words he
sad to remarks  the }IH}' of his
father's tender and timely adviee. “1
would rather he had thrashed me st the
time.” But the thrashing would not have
been half so effective,

The hurry to speak one'’s mind, regard-
less of consequences, fsa sign of an un-
balanced temperament,

"P‘[n'm'f: 8 silvern, but silence is g:_;l-
den.”  The bits of mind we scatter about
us are often as ~Ix;it']' and as ml;u:gvrous as
bits of broken glass,

CIGAR FAOTORIES OF MADRID.

Thousands of Women and Girls Whoe Rell
up the Weead.

[ London Telegraph )

Before the every day tourist had
learned to babble of Velasquez and
Murillo, and regarded itas essential to
his reputation as a man of taste to go in-
to ecstacies over Moorish arches, the cigar
factories of Madrid were among the prill"
cipal show-places of the uninteresting
capital, which for some military or other
reasons has been dropped down in the
middle of one
Chiristendom.,

You know you are
the odor of tobaceo,

of the drearist areas in

approaching it by
and the Babel of
the arrival of the
comparcd to nothing

which hails
“Gringo” can bx

VOICes

except the gigantic boarding school with
all the masters” backs turned to the
pupils. Thousands of voung
middle-aged, and old—are busy rolling
up cigars so deftly that the unpracticed
eye has some difficulty in catching the
movement of the artists’ fingers, A
pinch of leaf here, a turn of the wrist
there, the slightest possible touch of the
tongue when the case demands it, and &
“Ularo,” or a “Maduro,” or a “Colorade™
is ready for the market,

Here cheroots are being turned out
by the thousands, here cigarettes by the
tens of thousands. In another building
boxes are being made, labeled and tied
up, and in and around and over allre-
sound the noisy hum of iemale tongues
that will not be tied. But not a hand is
for a moment idle.

The workers, like science teschers at
South Kensington, are “paid by results,”
and it requires a great number of govern-
ment cigars before the madritena can earn
the wherewithal foran olla podrida, a
gay mantilla,or the measure of sour wine
which tempers on high daysand holidays
the frugal fare of the water-drinking
Spaniard.

Some of the old crones are a2z hideous
as any of the ancients whom Gustave
Dore loved to draw. But many of the
matrong are sightly ladies, while the
flashing eyes and roguish fun of the
voung ones somewhat embarrass a visitor
who is unaccustomed to face such a
hattery of criticista without being able
to exchange a compiiment with the
company who are g0 ready to express
their individual opinions of the cabails
ero.

In truth, it requires some courage to
venture into the great cigar manufactory
of Madrid, though those who are fond of
a picturesque sight and not afraid of the
smiell of tobaccoor the play of Spanish
eves might wander through the peninsula
from Vigo to Malaga and not eome across
a spectacle which would live hali so long

wolnen

in their memories. .
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